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Business= Social

hjgddi@ Statienery,

Card Showing
SOOLES e PRICES

Willingly Furnished

Life to the billous or constipated
man or woman Is just the same old
grind—no Jjoys, no pleasures; every-
thing looks alike because it Is all seen
through a vision of billousness. The
first preparation perfected by the
American Druggist Syndicate, which
ls a national organization of 12,000
responsible drugglsts, was intended
for just that kind of trouble.

A. D. 8, Fruit-Laz s without doubt
the best remedy for hiliousness, con-
gtipation, torpid llver, bad ‘breath,
bilious headaches, sour stomach, etc.,
ever offered to the publie outside of
a first-class physiclan’s office. In
Sault-Lax these 12,000 druggists have
struck upon a successful combination
of Ingredients that act upon the liver
and bowels as nature should act.

othing drastic or violent, simply the
garrection of nature’'s shortcomings.
and in a way that causes no pain nor
llgtress, no griping, no soreness, no
werkness afterward. k3

If vou would have these sluggish
act as they should; if you
would correet your bowel troubles and
get the cobwebs out of the brain, If
you would regulate the gtomach and

gweeten the breath, Increase the
tit and Improves your gen-
physical condition, this remedy Is
Y tecel tOo give You most salis-

( ITY Tesuils.

TEANS

*. Van Irons, of Hlagerman, Idaho,

Y er of the A, D. 8 Natlonal

tee on Formulae, and one of

eading pharmacists in his State,

“Fruit-L.ax is a wonder. 1 have

mber of customers who will use

elee for constipation. One

« an architect, came into the

@ e day last month and said:

. 1 have heen all out of sorts for

. I have been all out of sorts for

e energy. What have vou got

w!ll stop a headache

ate a bad stomaeh? 1 gave him a

box of Frult-Lax, and since then I

ave =0ld it to hls father and two
brothers.”

(iet it at any A. D. 8. drug store.

MEMBER

A0S

ASSOCIATION

and regu-

Look for
this Sign
in the
AOruggist’s
Window

With 12.000 Other Druggists

F.J. KINNEY, Orleans, Vt.
FRED. D. PIERCE, Barton, Vt.
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NOW & HAYING|

.and we can supply you
with anything you n in
that line. e have the
leading makes of mowers

DEERING, McCORMICK
WORCESTER BUCKEYE
and CHAMPION

DON'’T use a poor RAKE

After raising the
hay and cutting it
it’s a shame not to
gather it all. The

{WORCESTER

CHAMPION or
YANKEE RAKES GATHER IT ALL

We have the Bullard and
Deering Hay Tedders

We are selling lots of Hay Loaders
this year. If you can use one on your
farm you cannot afford to be without
one. Remember we keep Sections
and repairs for most all machines and

keep the best MACHINE OIL on market

F. S. WHITCHER

Barton, Vermont

—WANTED=

TWENTY BLACKSMITHS

To buy Smithing
Coal of E. R. Cook

Dealer in

Coal and Lumber, Doors, Win-
dows, House Finish, Clapboards,

Lath and Shingles,
Pulp Plaster and Paint.

A few more bales of Shavings
left.

—— AGENT FOR —
Buffalo, Bowker’s and Lyster’s
Fertilizers

E. R. COOK,

BARTON, VERMONT

HENRY R. MACK

DEALER IN

FINE MONUMENTAL WORK

HARDWICK, VT.

— R EMEMBER

We are Quarry owners.
unsurpassed.
¢ We deliver and set work anywhere.
what you order every time.

¢ Qur designs are artistic.
¥ Qur prices are reasonable. :
¢ And last but not least you will get
Hundreds of our customers will vouch for this.

¢ Our lettering is
€« Our customers are pleased

— =
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A NEW FAMILY IDEA :

particulars see,

H. J. Daigle, Mgr.
Burlington, Vt

e
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SOLVED AT LAST

The family income need not be cut off in event
of your death as you can arrange with the

Prudential Insurance Company of America

so that those dependent upon you may receive
monthly, such a sum of money as you may wish
to arrange NOW, payable to your wife or some
other beneficiary during their entire lifetime, but
not less than twenty years.
contract very liberal and explicit.

;
i

(Read It)

Rates very low,
For further

%
x

BARTON, VERMONT

CLAYTON A. BURROWS, S. A. {

FLANDERS & BUSWELL,

FIRE ESCAPES, FOLDING IRON LADDERS,ZBALCONIES
RAILINGS, ETC.

Iffinterested send sketch and measurement.
We make a specialty of this line and can name
you interesting prices. .

“MLADE IN VERMONT”

_ _

TRUXTON
KING

Copyright, 1909, by George.
Barr McCuicheon

Copyright, 1909, by Dodd,
Mead @ Company

CHAPTER XVII.

TRUXTON EXACTS A PROMISE.
resentful frame of mind for
nearly forty-eight hours. In

so much as a single glimpse of the
girl he now worshiped with all his
learned, with unpleasant promptness,
that Count Vos Engo was the officer
position as gravely responsible as it
was honorable,

lces to Colonel Quinnox. The colonel,
who admired the Americans, gravely
lar duty to which he could be assigned,
but that he would expect him to hold
case of an assault he was to report to
Count Vos Engo.

had not come forward with a word
of greeting or relief—in fact, she had

Toward dusk on Monday, long after
the arrival of the refugees, he sat In
happiness, darkly glowering upon the
anfriendly portals from a distant stone

A brisk guardsman separated himself
from the knot of men at the castle
him.

Judge the dismay and anger when
briefly announced that Count Vos
Engo had issued an order agalnst
castle.

Truxton's cheek burned. He saw in
for him and for no one else, he being
the only outsider likely to come under

Truxton turned to him with a frank
smile. “Please tell Count Vos Engo
to disregard discipline at a time like
this.”
denly becoming fixed on a couple near
the third column. Count Vos Engo
together, unmistakably watching his
humiliating departure.

Vos Engo near the grotto.

Catching sight of Vos Engo, he has-
up to him.

“Good morning,” sald Truxton. Vos
tall Ametican. *“I haven’'t bad a
thance to ®iank you for coming back
ray that it was a very brave thing to
ﬂO."
nor the way in which you glare at
me."
tha agreeable news, Count Vos Engo;
that's all. Take your hand off your
haps, but not in these days, when we
need men, not cripples. I'll tell you
drop the matter until some other time.
Frankly, count, I have made the grat-
erable cur.”

Count Vos Engo went very white.
better time. We need dogs as well aa
men in these days.”
picking np Mr, Hobbs ou the way.

“Hobbs,” he sald, “we've got to find

“l dare say, sir,” said Mr. Hobbs,
with sprightly decisiveness, “He’s very

“I'm going to need him before long
As my second.”
mor was restored and his vanity pleased
by a polite request from Count Hal
the *“room of wrangles” that evening
at 9.
ecastle a few minutes before the ap-
pointed hour.
edge of the terrace. She was walking
slowly in the soft shadows beyond the
knew her at a glance, this slim girl in
spotless white.
her side in two bounds, She put out
her hands, and he clasped them. Plain-
for a glimpse of you. Do you think
you've treated me'"—
denly serious. *“You must not come
here. I saw—well, you know. 1 was

He still beld her hands.

“Yes; they ordered me to move on, as
with a soft chuckle. “But where have
you kept yourself?”
have,” she said quickly, uneasily.

“You told Vos Engo to ride back and

TRUXTON KING had been in &
the first place, he had not had
heart. In the second place, he had
in command of the house guard, &
He had, of course, proffered his serv-
Informed him that there was no regu-
himself ready for any emergency. In
But he was not satisfied. Loraine
not appeared outside the castle doors.
gloomy contemplation of his own un-
bench.
doors and crossed the plaza toward
the soldler, a bit shamefaced himself,
loitering in close proximity to the
an instant that the order was meant
the head of “loiterer.”
that I am the last person in the world
His glance swept the balcony, sud-
and Loraine Tullis were standing there
The next morning he encountered
tened across the avenue and caught
Engo did not smile as he eyed the
for me la#t Saturday. Allow me to
“1 do not like your words, Mr. King,
“I'm making it easier to tell you
sword, please—some other time per-
rvhat 1 have discovered, and then we'll
(fying discovery that you are a mis-
“As you say, there i{s another and a
Truxton strolled off to the stables,
John Tullis; that’s all there is to it.”
much needed.” -
Later on much of Truxton's good hu-
font to attend an important council in
Very boldly he advanced upon the
He came upon Loraine Tullis at the
row of lights on the lower gallery. He
“Loraine!” he whispered, reaching
Iy she was eonfused. “I've been dying
“Don’t, Truxton!” she pleaded, sud-
so ashamed; I was so sorry.”
if I were a common loafer,” he said.
“lI have been ill, Truxton—truly, I
pick me up,” he persisted. ‘‘He told

The In so many words. Now, I want a
plain answer, Loraine. Did you prom-
ise to reward him if he—well, if he
saved me from the mob?" :

“No,” she said in a low voice.

“What was it, then? I must know,
Loraine.”

“I am very, oh, so very unhappy,
Truxton,” she murmured.

“I came near spoiling everything
Just now,” he whispered hoarsely.

“What?”

“I almost kissed you, Loraine. 1
swear it was hard to keep from it.
That would have spoiled everything.”

“Yes, it would,” she agreed quickly.

“I'm not going to kiss you until you
have told me you love Vos Engo.”

“I—I don't understand!” she cried,
drawing back and looking up into his
face with bewlldered eyes.

“Because then I'll be sure that you
love me.”

“Be sensible, Truxton.”

“I'll know that you promised to love
him if he'd save me. It's as clear as
day to me. You did tell him you'd
marry him if he got me to a place of
safety.”

“No. I refused to marry him if he
did not save you. Oh, Truxton, I am
so miserable! What is to become of
all of us? What is to become of John
and Bobby and you?”

“I—I think I'll kiss you now,
raine,”
lously.
darling!
ise.” .

“Oh, Truxton, don’t ask me to say
that I'll be your’— She stopped,
painfully embarrassed.

“That will come later,” he said con-
solingly. *“I want you to promise, on
your sacred word of honor, that you'll
kiss no man until you've kissed me.”

“Oh,” she murmured, “I—I cannot
promise that! I am not sure that I'll
ever—ever kiss anybody. What is it
you really want me to say?' she
asked, looking up with sudden shy-
ness in her starry eyes.

“That you love me—and me only,
Loraine,” he whispered.

“1 will not say it!"” she cried, break-
ing awap from him. *“But,” as she

Lo-
he .whispered almost tremu-
“God, how I love you, little
You must make me a prom-

"“THAT YOU LOVE ME AND ME ONLY, LO-
BAINE."

ran to the steps, a delicious tremor
In her voice, “I will consider the other
thing you ask.”

King was ushered into a large, se-
iately furnished room. A score of
men were there before him—sitting or
standing in attitudes of attention, lis-
tening to the words of General Braze.
King's entrance was the signal for an
immediate transfer of interest. The
general bowed most politely and at
ance turned to Count Halfont with the
gemark that he had quite finished his
suggestions. The prime minister came
forward to greet the momentarily shy
American.

“The council has been extolling you,
Mr. King' said the prime minister,
leading him to a seat near his own.

Truxton blushed. Involuntarily he
glanced at Vos Engo. That gentle-
man started, & curious light leaping
into his eyes.

“Here's the situation in a nutshell,”
went on the prime minister. “We are
doomed unless succor reaches us from
the outside. We seem unable to warn
John Tullis, who, if given time, might
succeed in collecting a sufficient force
of loyal countrymen to harass and
eventually overthrow the dictator. I
am loath to speak of another alterna-
tive that has been discussed at length
by the ministers and their friends. The
Duke of Perse, from a bed of pain and
anguish, has counseled us to take
steps in the direction I am about t
speak of. mjzf

“We can appeal to Russia In
hour of stress, but we will have to
make an unpleasant sacrifice. Russia
is eager to take over our new issue of
rallway bonds. Hitherto we have voted
against disposing of the bonds in that
country, the reason being obvious. St.
Petersburg wants a new connectidg
line with her possessions in Afghanis-
tan. Our line will provide a most di-
rect route—a cutoff, I believe they call
it. Last year the Grand Duke Paulus
volunteered to provide the money for
the construction of the line from Edel-
weiss north to Balak on condition that
Russia be given the right to use the
fine in connection with her own roads
to the orient. You may see the ad-
vantage in this to Russia. Mr, King,

if 1 send word to the Grand D]gkg | the vain effort to cover:the smile i
Paulus. agreeing to his terms, which | layed Dhive.

still remain open to us, signing away
a most valuable right in what we had
hoped would be our own individual
property. we have every reason to be-
lieve that he will send armed forces

\

|

® | uneasiiy at the distant nurse—"“may I

to our relle on the pretext that
Russia is defending properties of her
own. That is one way in which we
may oust Count Marlanx. The other
lies in the ability of John Tullis to
give battle to him with our own people
carrylng the guns. Lieutenant Had-
dan has told us quite lately of a re-
mark you made which he happened
to overhear. If I quote him correctly,
you sald to the Englishman Hobbs that
you could get away with it meaning,
as I take it, that you could succeed in
reaching John Tullis,. May I not im-
plore you to tell us how you would
go about it?”

Truxton had turned a brick red.
Shame and mortification surged within
him. He was cruelly conscious of an
undercurrent of frony in the premier’s
courteous request. For an instant he
was sorely crushed. A low laugh from
the opposite side of the room sent a
ghaft to his soul. He looked up. Vos
Engo was still smiling. In an instant
the American’s blood boiled.

“I did say I could get to John Tullis,
I’ll start tonight.”

His words created a profound Iim-
pression, they came S0 abruptly.

«gend for Mr. Hobbs, please,” sald
Truxton. “There should be three of
us.” addressing the men about him.
“One of us is sure .
to get away.”

“There is not a
man here—or In
the service—who
will not gladly ac-
company you, Mr,

King,” cried Gen-
eral Braze quickly.

“Count Vos En-
go is the man I SNEEFHK:
would choose, if 1 JiPTY
may be permitted .
the honor of nam-
ing my compan-
ion,” sald Truxton,

grinning Inwardly
with a maliclous V08 ENGO TURRED A

joy. Vos Engo YELLOWISH GREEN.
turned a yellowish green. His eyes
bulged.

“]—I am in command of the person
of his royal highness,” he stammered,
suddenly going very red.

“l had forgotten your present occu-
pation,” said Truxton quietly. “Pray
pardon the embarrassment I may have
caused you. After all, I think Hobbs
will do. He knows the country like
a ka-II

Mr. Hobbs came. That is to say, he
was produced. It is doubtful if Mr.
Hobhs ever fully recovered from the
malady commonly known as stage
fright. He had never been called Mr.
Hobbs by a prime minister before,
nor had he ever been asked in person
by a minister of war if he had a fam-
ily at home. Afterward Truxton King
was obliged to tell him that he had
unwaveringly volunteered to accom-
pany him on the perilous trip to the
hills, Be sure of it, Mr, Hobbs was
not in a 'mental condition for many
hours to even remotely comprehend
what had taken place.

But Mr. Hobbs was not the kind to
falter once he had given his word.

“We'll be off at midnight, Hobbs,”
said Truxton.

“As you say, Mr. King, just as you
say,” said Hobbs, with fine indiffer-
ence.

As Truxton was leaving the castle
ten minutes later a brisk, eager faced
young attendant hurried up to him.

“I bear a message from his royal
highness,” said the attendant, detain-
ing him. “Prince Robin has asked for
you, sir.”

“1’'ll see him,” said King promptly,
ns if he were granting the audience.

CHAPTER XVIIL

BY THE WATER GATE.
T was a vast, lofty apartment, |
regal in its subdued lights. An!
enormous golden bed with gor-|
geous hangings stood far down |
the room. So huge was this royal
couch that Truxton at first overlooked
the figure sitting bolt upright in the
middle of it

An old woman advanced from the
head of the couch and motioned Trux-
ton to approach.

“I am deeply honored, your high-
ness,” said the visitor, i‘.vowlng very
low.

The prince’s legs were now hanging
over the edge of the bed. His eyes
were dancing with excitement.

“I want you to find Uncle Jack, Mr.

King” said Bobby eagerly. “And
tell him I didn’t mean it when I ban-
ished him the other day. 1 really and
truly didn’t.” He was having difi-
culty in keeping back the tears.

“1 shall deliver the sage, your
highness,” said Truxto¥, his heart
going out to the unhappy young-
ster.

«Americans always do what they
will,” said the boy, his eyes snapping.

“Here's something for you to take
with you, Mr. King. It's my lucky
stone. It always gives good luck.”
He unclasped his small fingerys. In
the damp palm lay one of those pe-
culiarly milky, balf transparent peb-
ples common the world over and of
value only to small, impressionable
boys. Truxton accepted it with pro-

found gravity.

“And when you come back, Mr.|
King, I'm going to knight you. I'd do
it now, only Aunt Loraine says yon’d\
be worrying about your title all the |
time and might be ’stracted from your
mission. I’'m going to make a baron |
of you. That's higher than a count
in Graustark. Vos Engo is only a
count.” ‘

Truxton started.

“I shall be overwhelmed,” he said.
Then his hand went to his mouth in

“My mother used to say .

ican girls liked titles,” said the

with ingenuous candor. \
“Prince Robin, may I"—he glancew.

]

ask how yeur Aunt Loraine 1s Teer-
ing?

“She acted very funny when I sent
for you. I’'m worried about her.”

“What did she do, your highness?’

“She rushed off to bher room. [
think, Mr. King. she was getting ready
to cry or something. You see, she's
in trouble.”

“She's worried about her brother, of
course, and you.”

“I just wish I could tell you— No,
I won't. It wouldo't be fair,” Bobby
said, checking himself resolutely.
“She’s awful proud of you. I'm sure
she likes you, Mr. King.”

“I'm fery, very glad to hear that.”

Truxton bent his knee. *Your high-
ness, a8 it seems I am not to see her
and as you seem to be the very best
friend 1 have, 1 should very much like
to ask a great favor of you. Will you
take this old ring of mine and wish
it on her finger just as soon as 1 have
left your presence?”

“How did you know she was com-
ing in again?’ in wide eyed wounder.
“Excuse me. I shouldn’t ask ques-
tions. What shall T wish?" It was
the old ring that had come from
£pantz’s shop. The prince promptly
hid it beneath the pillow.

“T'll leave that to you, my best of
friends.”

“I bet it'll be a good wish, all right.

1 I know what to wish.”

“Then, goodby and God bless you,”
said Truxton. *“I must be off. Your
Uncle Jack is waiting for me up there
in the hills.”

Truxton found Mr. Hobbs in a state
bordering on collapse with Colonel
Quinnox and Haddan.

“I say, Mr. King, there’s no more
chance of getting out of the”—

“Listen, Hobbs, we're going to swim
out,” said Truxton.

“Swim! Ob, I say!
gone clean daffy!”
him with alarm.

“Not yet, Hobbs. Later on, perhaps.
I bad occasion to make a short tour
of investigation this afternoon. Doubt-
less, gentlemen, you know where the
water gate is, back of the castle.
Hobbs, you and I will sneak under
that slippery old gate like a couple
of eels. I forgot to ask if you can
Ewim.”

“To be sure I can.
My word!”

“] see!” cried Quinnox.
done! No one will
that point.”

The sky was overcast, the night as
black as ebony. The four men left the
officers’ quarters at 1 o'clock, making
their way to the historic old gate in
the glen below the castle.

“God be with you,” said Quinnox
fervently. The four men shook hands,
and King slipped into the water with-
out a moment's hesitation.

“Right after me, Hobbs,” he said,
and then his head went under.

A minute later he and Hobbs were
on the outside of the gate, gasping
for breath. Standing in water to their
necks, Quinnox and Haddan passed the
equipment through the barred open-
ings, There were whispered good-

bys and then two Invisible heads
bobbed off in the night, wading in the
swift flowing canal up to their chins.
Swimming would bhave been danger-
ous on account of the noise.

Holding their belongings high above
their heads, with their hearts in their
mouths, King and the Englishman felt
their way carefully along the bed of
the stream.

A hundred yards from the gate they
crawled ashore and made their way
up over the steep bank into the thick,
wild underbrush.

They stealthily stripped themselves
of the wet garments and after no end
of trouble succeeded in getting into
the dry substitutes. Then they lower-
ed the wet bundles into the water and
guietly stole off through the brush to
the king's highway, a mile or two
above town.

“We take this path here for the
upper road.” finally said Hobbs. “It's
a good two hours’ walk up the moun-
tain to Rabot’s, where we get the
horses.”

At 4 o'clock, as the sun reached
up with his long red fingers from be-
hind the Monastery mountain, Trux-
ton King and Hobbs rode away from
Rabot's eottage high in the hills, re-
freshed and sound of heart. Rabot’s
son rode with them, a sturdy, loyal
lad, who had leaped joyously at the
chance to serve his prince.

Now let us turn to John Tullis and
his quest in the hills. It goes without
saying that he found no trace of his
gister or her abductors. On the fifth
day a large force of Dawsbergen
soldiers, led by Prince Dantan himself,
found the fagged, disspirited American
and his half starved men encamped in
a rocky defile in the heart of the wil-
derness,

That same night a Graustark moun-
taineer passed the sentinels and
brought news of the disturbance in
Edelweiss.

In a flash it occurred to John Tullis
that MaManx was at the bottom of
this deviltry. The abduction of Lo-
raine was a part of his plan! Prince
Dantan advised a speedy return to
the city. His men were at the com-
mand of the American. Moreover, the
prince himself decided to accompany
the troops.

- p—

By hokey, he’s
Hobbs was eying

Under the gate!

“It can be
be watching at

" [TO BE cONTINUED.]

COMPASSION.

A tender hearted and compas-
sionate disposition, which inclines
men to pity and feel the misfortunes
of others and which is even for its
own sake incapable of involving
any man in ruin and misery, is of
all tempers of mind the most amia-
ble and, though it seldom re-
ceives much honor, is worthy of
the highest.—Fielding.




